no              Thf Story of the Winged-S
men the plane was pushed towards the very end of
the field and turned round. It took practically
no time to warm up the engines on this hot day. In
accordance with instructions, a group of >oung men,
whom we had picked out from the crowd, pushed the
plane across the blocks and continued to run and
shove it as long as they could keep up. The heavily
overloaded ship gradually gained speed, With the
control wheel slightly forward, I watched the approach-
ing precipice at the end of the field.
We had all kinds of good wishes for our motors,
because if even one should start missing it would be
bad indeed. In order to gain all possible speed, I made
no takeoff at all I permitted the heavy ship to run
all the way, and off the end into the ravine. The plane
dropped down slightly but gained a little more and
remained in the air. The Dnieper wras crossed at
about the level of the field, and I continued to fly level
just above the roofs of the houses. After crossing the
city we began to gain altitude, and I turned south. A
minute or two later we got into trouble. It was after
t p.m., the day was hot and along our way there were
fields, forests and swamps, which caused different
currents, and as a result the air was extremely bumpy.
We reached some 150 feet altitude, when a rough air
gust threw us down to less than 100 feet- I ordered
the three cans of spare water and one can of oil to
be thrown overboard. Whether the result was
mechanical for the plane or moral for the crew I do
not know, but somehow I succeeded in staying in the
air Flying was extremely difficult. The overloaded
ship with very little excess power could not gain alti-
tude When, after a few minutes of careful piloting